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downcast. - And remember that I am your
friend, if yju should happen to want one."

Joan thanked Mr. Cameron, and then,
having reverently kissed the old book, put
it on one side. v

Mrs. Peter, before she parted, thought
well to trespass in the kitchen and say
some cruel things to Joan. But somehow
the girl did not mind them very much
now.

Then Seth looked in again, and said she
was to come to his mother's that evening.
If she didn't he shouid fetch her. And to
irake sure of having her, he carried off thebig scrap-boo- k.
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bility on him to say something appreci-
ative when the story was over; something
worthy of the school. It had seemed a
most improbable story to him, although he
did not doubt Mr. Marshall's word; arid he
kept trying to reconcile his disorderly and
violent proceeding with the quiet argument
of moot cases, which meant to him the
practice of the law; but he could only do
so by remembering that his story was told
of the code-ridd- en State of New York, and
under the Tammany regime.

"I presume." he said modestly, while theundergraduates all listened, "that you
couldn't do that in a cotnmon-la- w State
like Massachusetts. Of course, I'm not fa-
miliar with your code; but I should havethought you would have had great diffi-
culty in f nding authority for all- - that sort
of thing !rt the reports, even there."Marsha'l, '84. lauerhed loud and cheer-fully, and Allen, '92, blushed under his
slouch hat, from which the rain was drip-
ping, and over his turned-u- p collar. He
knew he was blushing, in spite of the dark
and wet, and it made him feel young and
uncomfortable.

"You'll not look at the reports much for
the first few years you practice,", said
Marshall, '84; "you'll be around doing
things."

"How doing' things? asked the law stu-
dent vaguely.

"Oh, replevining a lot of steam boilers;or going about in the tenements hunting
for the heirs of a dead depositor in a sav-
ings bank; or sitting all day in court, wait-
ing to answer number forty-seve- n on the
motion calendar; or comparing proof on an
appeal book with the stenographer. You
won't read many cases for the first four or
five years you practice unless you get intoa large office, where they put you to mak-
ing up briefs then you'll never do any-
thing else."

"But," asked the younger man, strange-
ly troubled by this new picture of his pro-
fession, "isn't all the practice of law based
on decisions on principles of law?"

"Certainly, certanily. You must know
those first. Next you must interpret given
facts b; the light of them so as to know,
for insUnce, whether the interchange oftwo or three business letters makes a con-
tract. Then, most important of all, you
must know how to act on those facts, so
construed whether it is wiser to frighten
or conciliate an angry opponent; whetherit is wiser to enforce or extend payment
of the notes of a falling house. You mustunderstand what is involved in commercialtransactions and how to handle men. Lotsof attorneys know all about the rules oflaw and even how to interpret facts bylegal rules. The rare men are the men whoknow what to do after they have done thatthe men of action and of accomplishment.
Besides, in making what we call 'an all-rou- nd

lawyer.' not only is everv kind ofknowledge useful, but in some situationstechnical knowledge may be as valuableas the cases themselves; proficiency inbookkeeping, for instance. Did you everread how Sam Tilden smashed the TweedRing? Knowledge of expert bookkeepingpatience and perseverance accomplishedthat, as much as knowledge of legal rules ""But," persisted the younger man, con-fused and unconvinced, "I don't see butwhat any one could have done what youdid 1 mean, it doesn't seem to me that itneeded a lawyer particularly to do that."les ' replied the older man, "any onecould hare done it. perhaps, only the law-yer learns and adopts instant action, wheretne untrained man hesitates. Most of alawyer s work only requires judgment anddecision his technical knowledge of law hereally uses more seldom than commonsense, tact and pluck. Besides these thingssober habits, methodical ways, and a big!strong body like yours tell more than acum laude without them."
'fh,see;" muured the big guard, stillconceive of any one attachingsuch apparently slight importance to thos?great cases in the discussion of which theschool was wholly engrossed. He won-dered whether the practice of the law haddegenerated In New York or .whether theschool did not teach all there was cf itlie felt bewildered, and almost a littleshocked. Nevertheless, as the team cameswinging into the square, past the lights ofthe shops, and as the men he met, pro-fessp- rs.

students, and trades people, allrecognized him, in spite of his turned-u- p

collar and dripping hat, and took pains tospeak to him, with evidences of psteem
and friendliness; as be looked back upon
his seven years of manly, self-respecti- ng

industrious life at the unversity, and thesteady growth of this personal esteem forhim, and his ability to turn it to good endshe felt a sudden consolation in the ideathat here, perhaps, he possessed qualitiesof usefulness and success in his professionwhich he had hitherto failed to estimatewhen, in despair at not understanding cer-
tain stiff cases under discussion in class(cases, by the way. which had puzzled
chancellors of England before him '). hehad concluded-tha- t he was almost a bornfool, and that his study of the law was afailure!

Holyoke Howes, in New York Fost.
HUMOR OF THE DAY.

OLD BATTERSBY'S FORTINE.
;

- I.
The High street of Moxford was interest-

ed this June day in the funeral of old Car-m- el

Battersby, whose picturesque hobble
and long gray locks would never again en-

liven the street.
He had kept the curiosity shop for about

fifty years. The old spinning wheels, spar-icw-legg- ed

chairs, carved oak bureaus,
china of all sorts, war medals, watches,
coins, etc., would, no doubt, now go to the
hammer. Moxford would miss the attract-
ive window of No. 59 almost as much as
the quaint form of its late owner.

Peter Battersby and Mrs. Peter were
early on the scene, in decent black.

They had extremely comfortable expecta-
tions. To be sure, for the last ten years
they had not Interchanged many words
with the late Carmel, who was Peter's
only brother; but as Mrs. Peter remarked
when the news of her brother-in-law- 's

death arrived, "he couldn't for shame leave
his money to any one else."

Young Walter Battersby, Mr. and Mrs.
Peter's only son, did not conceal his joy
in his uncle's demise. He told his boon
companions at the Hen and Chickens that
he was in for a good thing.

"Blood, you know, as the saying is, is
thicker than water." he said, as he drained
his fourth pint on the evening of his
avuncular bereavement.

Nor were the three daughters of Mr. and
Mrs. Fetei without discreet maidenly ela-

tion. Their uncle, while he Jived, was such
a figure that they never cared to look at
him. Besides, he hadn't a very civil
tongue; liked to be caustic about their
high-heele- d shoes and extensive bonnets
and hats, and to be very rude with his in-

quiries why the three Mr. Rights did not
press for the honor of their small-glove- d

bands.
It Seemed unlikely, indeed, that a single

tear would be shed for the old curiosity
man.

Of course, there was his little servant
girl, Joan Smith. But she was only "a
workhouse hussy," to borrow Mrs. Peter's
elegant expression.

With his usual eccentricity, old Carmel
had taken a girl from the Moxford Union
after the death of his elderly housekeeper,
Mrs. Roberts. Joan was that servant, and
she had served him truly for the last six
years, being now but twenty-tw- o. A quiet,
shrinking, dark-eye- d little creature, who
had revered her dead master quite unac-
countably, and devoted herself to him
heart and hand and oul. Save for Seth
Perry, who worked for-th- e Moxford Tin-pla- te

Company, she had had no one else
to care for.

Mr. and Mrs. Feter found No. 59 nicely
prepared for the funeral. There was also
a rether clumsy wreath of wild hyacinths
and buttercups on the coffin.

"Tae idea of such a thing as that!" ex-
claimed Mrs. Peter, touching the wreath
with the tip of her parasol.

Joan was near at the time. She burst
into tears at these words.

"Please, ma'am." she said, "I should so
like it to go with him. 1 picked them all
my&clf."

"It shall do nothing 'of the kind, then;
and your place is in the kitchen, not in the
parlor," retorted Mrs. Peter.

Joan retired, crying bitterly; and Mrs.
Peter flung the wreath Into a corner.

"The wench ought not to be allowed to
leave this house, Peter," she said severely,
"without being searched. The idea of her
being with ail these vallybles all alone,
too."

But Peter was not as cruel as his wife,
'"Cameron says she is entirely to be trust-

ed," he replied, "and it's for him to act as
he pleases, he says."

Mr. Cameron was the Moxford lawyer
who had charge of the oid curiosity man's
affairs.

Two cr three others now arrived, inchid
ing the lawyer, Mr. Hurst, the Methodist
New Connection minister, and old Craven,
the silversmith.

Then the High street enjoyed its little
sensation as the hearse and three coaches
solemnly passed along it to the cemetery
cn the hill.

Joan viewed the start from the back entry
with tearful eyes. She was periodically
convulsea with sobs. She watched the pro-
cession as long as ever she could. The
void in her life was immerse.

So much so, indeed, that even the soothing
voice of Seth Perry, who had come upon
her unawares, had no effect on her at first

"Never you mind, lass," said Seth,
"things'U all come out right."

She answered him only in tears.
"He's boun' to ha' left you summat, Joan,

my lass, to remember him by; and, whether
or no, you've only to speak the word, and
thoer's one as '11 be proud to have you."

"Seth, I can't talk with you now," she
said, showing him her damp face and
I right eyes.

'Nor come home and take your dinner
with my mother, Joan?".

"I'c. no. - 1 mustn't go yet. They'll turn
me out soon, I know; but I must stay till
then."

"Well, lass," said Seth, "you know best;
but I'm fair aching for you, and this night
as is I'll fetch you to heme."

He took her in his arms in the passage,
up which so many antique articles hao
traveled during the last half century, and
kissed her wet cheeks.

"And now I mun get back to work," he
said.
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lowing, but I was too far ahead to catch,arid the Pinkerton men gathered me in andshut the enemy outside their own barri-cade.
'"Tn.e,y SWirmed up against the door, butit held, and after a while we could se(through a chink in the boarded windows)u policeman driving them back. Theystopped open attack after that, but keptsucn a close watch on us that twice whaI tried to open the door their pickets thrwthemselves against It so quukly-w- e couldhardly shut it.

"After an hour's waiting the crowd
meJ ,Ju,lter: We were comfortableenough inside the house, for the basementwindows were boarded up, as I said andwe had the stove lit. On the street it wasbitter cold, with the wind blowing. We ha'!just begun to wonder why all had grov,so subdued, when our besiegers set up tLcheer; and, looking through the chinks, wecould see them crowding close to the house.I ran up the ladder to the floor abovwtiere the windows were open; and In- - .I saw what they were at.'There was some scaffolding at the sec-ond story, from which hung a rope, justlong enough for a man to reach. A boybad gone up first, to show how It could bedone crawled in the second-stor- y window

f,oreman hi'd followed him, athird pirate was just about to board usI aidn t wait; I pulled away the ladderthat went from the first to the secondfloor, shouted to my Pinkertons, and madea snatch for the rope, which the weightswinging man below brought justwithin my reach. One of my Pink-ertons grabbed me by the coat-tai- lsjust as I was going outof the window with the strain, and theother passed me a jack-knif- e. The beggaron the ropo gave one look at us and sliddown to the ground. I cut the rope intwo, pulled in the extra length, and wasalmost jerked out of the window again asthe foreman took in slack above."We went back to the warm basementand left him on the third story, where hewas perfectly safe. If he slid down therope he was sure to break a leg at leastand if he dropped through the floor, wherethe ladder had stood, he was more likelrto break his neck. That second floor wasno summer garden. Its windows were allopen, its walls were covered with wetplaster, a December wind was blowligand the thermometer was going down."The ofiicer came back along his beat andchased the crowd to the other side of thestreet again; and they were now so demor-alized that I walked out without opposition.I saw the foreman at the window, like ababoon in a cage. He gnashed his teeth,but I ignored him and went marketing formy garrison. I bought a ham, some breadbutter, pies and other stuff, put them ina basket and started back. The crowdwas still hanging about, but very meek,and I went in pfaceably.
"About 5 in the afternoon the foremansurrendered and asked to be let out. So weput up the ladder to the second floor, lethim come down, grabbed him and the boy,and ran them out; but he was so stiff withcold he had no fight left in him. His facewas blue, and he was just able to whisperhis opinion of us.
"He must have taken restoratives in largequantity, for by 6 o'clock he was back withhis men raging around the house again,and I began to wonder what the chief wasdoing, and if I were to stay there all nightwith the Pinkertons.
"When the 6 o'clock whistle blew, overon Macdougal street, two Italians, who hadbeen overlooked in all the excitement, cametranquilly up from the cellar into the base-

ment. They didn't show fight, but seemed
indifferent as to what we did with them.Our only difficulty lay with the crowdabout the door, which we were waiting forthe cold and dark to drive away. We tookthe Italians kits up the ladder and chuckedthem into the street. That was a mistake,
for the crowd had forgotten the Italians,too, and this refreshed their memory.

"At first we thought of keeping the gentle
children of the South with us all night. Ishowed them my badge and the Pinkertonsshowed them their pistols: and we talkedvery fierce; but they had been In Americalong enough to know that this was a freecountry and that they had a right to go
home. True, they wanted no trouble withus, for they had also learned enough ofTammany to know what splendid potenti-
alities for trouble existed in men with lit-
tle tin badges; still, they insisted on going
home. When they had convinced us thatthey would do so or know the reason why
and the meekest Italian may carry a knife
in his boot we had a council of war. 'Twasthen I invented the flying wedge."

The football men were. all dressed, by thistime, and were standing about listening to
the great man who had done all these auto-
cratic thinsrs tell of thfm in quiet, well-bre- d

narrative, almost devoid of slang, andonly occasionally obscured by technicalphrases.
"I put one of the Pinkertons by the door

(which opened inwards), and stood on the
other side myself to check the rush. The
second Pinkerton man took the two sub-
missive Italians across the whole length of
the basement, put one behind the other,
made him lay his hands cn the first one's
shoulders, and then got behind both of
them and ran them straight at that closed
door, in proper tandem formation and go-
ing twenty miles an hour. We timed thething perfectly. Just as our tandem got
under a full head of steam we swung thedoor open and shot it out into the astound-
ed crowd like a volley from a masked bat-tery. Half a dozen men bowled over, but
the foreman was always alive, and jumped
for the opening in our line, where I met
him with the biggest kind of a right-han- d
punch, square on the eve. that sent himsprawling among his friends, and we
slammed the door to again.

"You never heard such a row as therewas outside after that. The mob finally be-
came such a nuisance that when theroundsman of the precinct happened by he
made the patrolman (who had been in-
clined to sympathize) hunt them out of theneighborhood.

"By 8 o'clock all was quiet; so I slipped
around to the chief's house for instruc-
tions, leaving the Pinkertons in charge for
the night, with a hot stove and plenty of
supper, and instructions to hold the fort
until further orders.

"The chief had gome new injunction pa-
pers that he was going to present the next
day; and the fact that we were now in act-
ual possession and being attacked quite al-
tered the legal aspect of the matter.

"We went to court together the next
morning, and this time our injunction was
granted. A certified copy was served on
the contractor, and I started up for Tenth
street with another for the foreman, who,
I more than half feared, would pay me
back for his black eye with the twin of it.

"As I came around the corner where the
house was, there was that man looking out
of the very door of the house itself; and
his eye did credit to me. I was so amazed
when I saw him there that I stood stock-stil- l,

with my mouth open. He sighted me
with his remaining eye, and gave a whoop,
part defiance and part warning. Some one
inside shut the door behind him. and he
came walking across the street to meet me.

"'I was looking for you. Here's an 'in-
junction for you. That's the judge's signa-
ture. savs I briskly, showing him the
original, "and looking him literally in the
eye.

" 'I've got a warrant for youse,' he
roared. 'To with your Injunction. In-
junctions don't go here. Officer arrist this
man! He's him you've got the warrant
for. Injunctions! Wah! I'll tache you.
I'll have you sint to the Island first and
kill you w:hen you git lave to come home.
You hit me a foul blow yesterday, but I'll
do you yit. Antonio, don't you let nobody
you don't know come inside that dure. I'm
going to court with this man. Lave no
one inside till I come back.'

"While he was defying me, crumpling up
the injunction in his dirty hands, and
shouting directions to the house, an offi-

cer, who had evidently been waiting for
me, came up and put me under arrest. So
wo three went to court again before Kee-
gan: but this time with the laugh on me.

"I was still so amazed at finding that aw-
ful man In possession of the house I had
captured with so much difficulty the day
before that I didn't even protest at going to
the police court, and hadn't yet wit enough
to sav anything about injunctions. It ap-
peared that the indefatigable beggar had
hired a ledroom in an adjacent hotel, be-

tween which and the apartment house was
an alley way some ten feet wide; had wait-
ed till midnight, laid a plank between his
window and our fire escape, and ' crept
across that chasm in the dark (like old
Ulysses, from the wooden horse), followed
by his warriors, descended on the un-
suspecting Pinkertons, who were asleep by
the stove, and flung them out, neck and
crop, into the street. It was masterly.

"He was intended .for great deeds that
foreman and it was a pity that he had no
better luck and no worthier employer. His
daring and enterprise all went for nothing,
for the injunction held, the contractor gave
up the fight and our client finished the
house. His revenge went on me for noth-
ing for even Keegan wouldn't hold an at-
torney for striking a trespasser (particu-
larly a trespasser under injunction) who
was trying to break into his house; and as
for killing me, he couldn't do that, for he
had taken oath not to till I came back
from the island; and I never went to the
iS'Ani that. Doctor, is the law as it is
practiced once in a while."

By the time the story was finished the
crowd of players, substitutes, coaches, and
attendants had come forth into the rain,
their mackintoshes turned up about their
ears, and were trudging, three abreast,
along the muddy sidewalk towards the col-
lege, whose buildings loomed np black in
the twilight, across the meadows and the
river. Allen, the old guard, who was fin-
ishing his fourth season on the team and
his third year in the law school, had been,
by a sort of tacit recognition of his fitness
for the honor, thrust into the place along-
side of the narrator. ( The undergradu-
ates were convinced that he knew every-
thing that there was about the law; and
he in turn felt the weight of the responsi

It was a late November afternoon. A
thin cold rain had been falling all day,
and the foothall team came steaming Into
their wsirm qiaarters, drenched with wet
and black with mud. Yet, in spite of their
dismal appearance, they were in tremen-
dous spirits. The aftembon'3 practice had
been full of encouragement, and the coach-
es had put new enthusiasm into the com-
bat, which had of late become somewhat
perfunctory. As the players flung off their
soaked canvases and moleskins, which fell
to the floor like plummets and lay in ooz-
ing masses, they broke out into shouts of
exuberant good humor and snatches of
song.

In a corner of the dressing room sat the
graduate coaches, among them the famous
Marshall, S4, known in his day as "The
Cannonball" the most resistless tackle
that ever broke a line. The men of '97,
who had never seen him before, were in
awe of his fame, but not of his appear-
ance. True, he had a good, clear eye and
a strong jaw, but he didn't look particu-
larly big or formidable. They had liked
his coaching, which was terse, forcible and
to the point. There was a sort of com-
forting assurance about him which the
other coaches lacked, ihey often failed to
direct the team intelligibly, and, when the
players misunderstood, scolded them and
made them nervous. Still, the men of '97
were, on the whole, a little disappointed
with "The Cannonball.' They had expect-
ed a demigod, and found only a mortal-n- ay,

a man a little less than mortal, for
in their heart of heart3 they knew that
their own "Ajax" Butler could toss the
veteran about like a baby. Still, that gave
them an additional feeling of personal se-

curity when the thought of Yale crossed
their minds and added zest to their erf-joym-

of a day's work well done.
The coaches had talked football so un-

ceasingly all day long that they were just
finding leisure to ask each other the per-
sonal questions of old friends meeting after
a long separation.

"The Cannonball," it seemed, was now
an attorney and counselor-at-la- w "in the
city and county of New York, ss.," as he
put it. Warrrn, '86, once end rush, and now
the team's physician, was chaffing him.

"It must be tame work for an unbroken
buffalo like you to trot in harness. Don't
you ever feel like tearing loose and throw-
ing the . witness over the jury box, to re-

lieve your feelings?"
"It's not all tame the law." said "The

Cannonball," with a grin. "It's a man's
work, and a football education is not
wasted on-it.- "

"Where docs the football come in?" asked
the Doctor.

"It came in strong in one case I had. In
fact, I invented the flying wedge some
years before Brother Peland, though as I
filed no claim in the Patent Office, he gets
all the credit."

"Is it worth hearing?"
"It is just that."
"Can we follow it?"
"I'll try to make it plain enough for chil-

dren. It was thus: A few years ago my
chief had been attorney for a bulkier and
done good work for him. Of course, he had
charged him what it was worth, and
though the builder liked the work, he
didn't like the bill. He paid it, but we
didn't see him in the office any more.

"One day he reappeared in a raging hur-
ry. Ho had been economizing on legal ad-

vice i&i was enjoying the consequences.
The situation, as he sputtered it out, was
this. He had employed a contractor to
build an apartment house on West Tenth
street, to be completed by Jan. 1, 1S92. On
the strength of this contract, he had leased
all the apartments in advance; and it was
now Dec. 7-

-, the house was full of wet"blas-te- r,

the windows were not in, the steam-fittin- gs

were not in, the stairs were not in,
nothing was in! His house was just roof,
walls, llocr, and cellar. Only extra work,
night and day, would finish it on time; and
if it is not ready by Jan. 1, of course all
his tenants would come on him for dam-
ages.

"The contractor was making the trouble.
He had seen by election day that he could
not complete the work under his con-

tract, and in order to save his damtiges, he
was trying to frighten the owner into some
modification of the contract, by merely
dawdling along with the work and not at-

tempting to complete it.
"The Canter-stre- et lawyer whom our cli-

ent had retained had applied for an injunc-
tion forbidding the contractor to come
upon the premises (for he refused to quit
peaceably), so that the owner might finish
the contract himself. Now an injunction.
Doctor, Is as delicate a matter as a search
after the vermiform appendix; if you don't
cut just true or exactly in time, the subject
dies! The Center-stre- et gentleman had the
rudiments of an idea; but his papers were
hopelessly bad so bad that not only had
his application been denied, but he had
prejudiced the judge then at Chambers till
the mere mention of the case enraged him.

"Something had to be done, or our client
would be heavily damaged. So, after a
council of war, the chief resolved on taking
possession peacably or forcibly at once,
while he worked on a new application for
an injunction. The contractor kept a big
foreman and a dozen laborers on the prem-
ises, some at work, on the cellar, some
plastering. The basement windows were
boarded up, arid they had put in a stove
there and kept a guard on hand all night.
No one was allowed in the house except on
a xerrnit from the contractor and between
him and us-wa-s open war.

"The chief is a. tighter. He telephoned to
Pinkerton, had two detectives sent up to
the office and told me to see that the po-
lice put them in the house and kept them
there till further notice. He had me made
a special deputy sheriff for the occasion,
and we started out.

"The sheriff's badge didn't work as I had
hoped it would. The house-do- or was
slummed in my face, the policeman on the
boat wouldn't act without more authority,
and I was badly puzzled.

"The Jefferson Market Police Court was
only a couple of blocks away, and the big
clock tower seemed to beckon to me. I
had a sudden inspiration, and hurried over
to the court. Judge Keegan was on the
bench, one of our late Tammany jurists
a bad-temper- ed old ignoramus, but inor-
dinately vain. I showed him my badge,
said I was a peace ofiicer, about to enter
on certain premises, that resistance was
offered, and I feared a riot. I talked about
trespass; "trespass on the case' (trespass off
the case, it was), 'trespass quare clausumfreglt,' 'false imprisonment' Heaven knows
what! To each argument I added the flat-
tering, words: As your honor well knows,'
till Keegan melted visibly. .

"So he finally issued a summons, direct-
ed to John Doe and Richard Roe. com-
manding them to appear before him im-
mediately and show cause why they should
not be put under bonds to keep the peace.
I gave this to the ugliest policeman in
the courthouse squad, filled his pocket with
cigars, and told him to round up every
man in the house, from the foreman down.
I went over there with him, my Pinkerton
men trailing along on the other side of
the street. There wasn't quite a riot,
though for five minutes I thought there
would be. The foreman was a terror; but
the officer was a very devil. It was a case
of dog eat dog, and my dog was the big-
ger. The ofiicer went up the ladders to
the top of the house, with the summons
in his fist, herded everybody into the street
and drove them over to court. In the con-
fusion the Pinkerton men slipped into the
house and locked the door.

"When I had my prisoners in court I
was at a loss what tg charge then with;
tut I put on a bold front and accused them
all of threatening to break ,the peace.
Luckily, they behaved far worse in court
than they ever had outside, and that just
saved the day. Keegan declined to put
them under bonds, but as they had been
so fierce before him, he gave them all a
lecture, scolded me for bringing him such
nonsense and discharged the whole mob.
The foreman told me, going out, how hor-
ribly he'd thrash me when he had leisure.
I assured him I'd be glad to talk about it,
only I was busy, too, and I lit out for the
fort. The foreman was so taken up with
telling his gang what he'd do to me that
the plot didn't dawn on him till he came
within a block of the house, when he broke
Into a run with a wild howl, his men fol-- '

III.
Mrs. Peter Battersby did something else

before she left No. 59.
Together with her disappointed son and

darling Walter, she climbed the stairs to
Joan's little attic, and took a hammer, with
her.

"It's the very kind of spiteful thing he'd
be likely to do," she said, "but I'll not
stand it robbing his own flesh and blood
for a workhouse brat."

Mr. Peter left her to her own devices.
Ke, Mr. Craven and the three vexed (In-
deed, insulted) girls went away together.

Then Mrs. Peter studiously searched
Joan's attic from wall to wall. She turned
out the girl's one tin box, looked In the
drawer of the washstand, ripped up the
palliasse outrageously and threw the straw
all about and treated the bolster with
equal brutality.

There was also a handsome old oak ward-
robe that would have graced even a royal
bedchamber. This was for Joan's three or
fcur poor frocks.

It was quite laughable to see how mother
and son tapped and probed this antique
piece of furniture. They even knocked off
the head of a lion in relief at the top of It,
to see if there was a secret cavity behind
the head.

But the wardrobe taught them no mere
than the palliasse and the bolster.

"Well, I'm off to the Hen and Chickens."
said Walter Battersby at length. "I've had
enough of this."

So, too, had Mrs. Peter, for there was
not an article in the room that she had not
thoroughly tested.

The sun was still well above the cemetery
hill when Seth called at No. 59, in his
workaday grime and his workaday grease.

"Art ready, my lass?" he inquired of
Joan.

The girl !egan to make excuses.
"It's not right, Seth, to leave the house

with no one in it. He wouldn't have liked
it," she said.

"It's not right, Joan, to make a promise
and not keep it," retorted Seth. "Come,
now, I'm not going to leave you to mope
your eyes out. Do you mean to make me
carry you?"

She was persuaded with difficulty.
Then it was a revelation of character to

see how she locked one door after another
and the different keys.

"Anybody 'ud think the things were all
yourn, Joan." said Seth admiringly.

"It's the same to me as if they were,"
she answered, with the tone of fresh tears.

But Seth hurried her off before the couli
break down again, and soon had her in the
little red brick cottage he shared with his
mother.

Old Mrs. Perry had in her younger days
been a servant herself. She had a true
woman's sympathy for Joan, and discern-
ment enough to know that her son might
do far worse than marry such a girl.

It was as comfortable a meal as any in
Moxford, with the cat purring on the
hearth ail the time.

Afterward the talk turned so'idly upon
old Carmel and his singular bequests to
Joan.

"The money and the furniture '11 be use-
ful enough to you, child," said o'd Mrs.
Perry; "but the idea of leaving you a thing
like that!" pointing to the scrap-boo- k.

"I used to be so fond of it," stammered
Joan. "The times we've sat together, him
pasting and me cutting what he'd marked!"

She rose and lifted the big book on the
table, untied its strings and opened it.

"Why. what'.--? this'.'" exclaimed Seth, .as
a bank not for 100 appeared

Joan turned pale as she took it up. It
vas indorsed on the back: "Pay to Joan
Smith and no one else."

Ere they had finished looking through
the book they found twenty-on- e other
nots of exactly the kind.

"They are certain y yours, my girl." f r.id
Mr. Camercrt, when Joan called on him in
the morning; "and I shall have rreat
P'eaure in telling Mrs. Battersby what ha
become of the money to her brother-in-law- 's

credit at the bank."
Cassell's Saturday Journal,

ITALY'S ENERGETIC QUEEN.

Has Had Her Silver Wedding, but Is
an Ardent Mountaineer.

New York Press.
How many of our American women who

have celebrated their silver wedding can
compare with Queen Margharita, of Italy,
the Pearl of Savoy, who, remarkably girl-
ish in appVCince and picturesque to a de-
gree, spends most of her summer days in
climbine tho mountain heights about
Gressonay?

What would some of her indolent sisters
upon this side of the water say at being
aKed to rise about 2 a. m.. refresh them-
selves with a bowl of bread and milk, and
te well up the mountain side before dawn?
The majority of them, it is safe to say,
would laugh at such mad folly and turn
over for a substantial morning nap.

Not so with Queen Margharita, however,
for that is an everyday occurrence with
her; and yet even she finds it difficult to
oltain a woman companion from her court,
and a large court at that, for her Majesty,
as is well known, has a greater number of
'omen in attendance upon her throughout

the vear than any other royal woman of
Europe. But not one of her women in
waiting is sufficiently sturdy and athletic
to keep up with her queen, who will climb
almost steadily for thirteen or fourteen
hours, keening pace with the men of the
pii.rty, who are, as a rule, trained moun-
taineers.

Her Majesty is described as wearing an
essentially feminine costume, consisting of
a close-fittin- g tweed jacket, with short
skirt and knickerbockers, and a golf cape
of the same material slung from her shoul-
ders. She wears gaiters to the knees, and
boots thickly studded with large and sharp
hobnails. Her head gear may be a close-fittin- g

tweed cap or a wide-brimm- ed hat,
according to the condition of the weather,
and, when most sunny, a thick white veil
will float from her hat. Field glasses in a
well-wor- n black leather case occasionally
are slung across her back, but more fre-
quently are carried by the guide, while her
stout alpen-stoc- k sometimes is exchanged
for an ice ax. with which her Majesty is
skillful in cutting her way up a white per-
pendicular cliff. The spectacles of smoked
glass framed in wire netting, as favored
by mountaineers, are carried in the right-han- d

pocket ready for adjustment when
the sun on the glacier becomes too trying
to the eyes, while the opposite pocket of
the jacket contains a cake of chocolate,
which enables one to go for a great length
of time without .ther food.

The Queen, like a true daughter of rocky
Savoy, never seems but tramps
on and on, while her foot rarely errs in
finding out the safe points on the rough
bowlders and treacherous moraines. Thus
she passes a day from sunrise to sunset,
and the moon itself often is riding high
before she returns to her charming coun-
try home, where the white cross of Savoy
marked out on the red flag floats in wel-
come from the roof. Then the Ice ax fS

thrown aside that she may caress a great
heavy poodle which tumbles out to greet
her a thousand and one lights twinkle out
a cheery greeting, and finally her Majesty
retires to a healthful rest, with her mind
full of plans for perhaps some still mote
hazardous and exciting expedition on the
following day. , i

WHAT HE WANTED.

One Farmer Will Vote -- for a Presi-
dent Who Can Cure Hog Cholera.

Washington Star. '
President Cleveland will get one Mary-

land vote. .
'

"I was in Hagerstown the other day."
maici a traveling man to a Star reporter.
"when I met a farmer and began to ask I

him auOUl poiiucai iuian a in uia iicignui- -

h"flow do you folks feel about free sil-
ver? I began.

" 'We ain t caring much about It,' was
the reply.

'How about the tariff?'
"'Well, I don't see no difference, high

tariff or lowtariff. It's bugs that bother vs
mcst.' ,

" 'Who are you going to vote for?'
" 'Cleveland. He's the best President Te

ever had.' , '

" 'But he is not a candidate. .

I don't care. I'll vote for him anyway.
I can vote for who I please. There is.Wio
law agin it. These politicians talk about
the kinds of money and tariffs. That ain't
what we farmers want. Why; my hogi
took sick and I wrote to Mr. Cleveland to
know what he did for cholera hogs, and he
lust had his hog-chole- ra doctor, Salmon is
Ms name, send me a prescription that
knocked out the cholera In three days. Bor-
ers got in my trees, and I wrote to the
President again and got a book about 'em.
What I am after Is a President who knows
something about hog cholera and bvyts.' J

ARCHITECTS.
IV. SCOTT 3IOOIIK & SOX..I2 nincUford IlloeU, 'Wnnlilncton and Merldlnn fits.
EOMS II. (JIIJSO.V . . Jlartford BioeU. Si Eiut 3Inrlet Street.

AUCTION' EE US.
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BICYCLES WHOLESALE AM) KETAlh.
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Business directory.

AND RENOVATING.
WKS. (Phone 81S).Cor. OtU and Lenox.

WHOLESALE.
32 Jckson Place, opp. Union Station.

AND GRATES.

ENGRAVERS.
fl.OO). 22 North Pennsylvania Street.

CASES.
Q West Louisiana Street.

by Mail, $2 per Annum

CARPET CLEAN IN Cr

CAPITOL STEAM CARPET CLEAN IMG

CARRIAGES AND WAGONS WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
II. T. COXDE IMPLEMENT CO .27 to 33 Capitol Avenue. North.

CIGARS AND TOBACCO-WHOLES- ALE.

TISH-I-MING- O CIGAR 220 Eait AVnliinKton Street.
PATHFINDER CIGAR (Indiana Clffar tompau y . . 32 South Meridian Street.
HAMIJLETOMAN lOe, Florida Seal Co Cijrttr.43 Kentucky Ave. Phone

CYCLE STABLES AND REPAIR DEPOTS.
WHEELS CLEANED, OILEU ANIJ STOKED, 25c per week.lO W. Pearl Street.
TIRE REP 1R1NG Punctures, 5 cents IH N. Delaware Street.

DIAMONDS WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
J. C. SIPE (Importer Fine Diamonds) Room 4, IS 1-- 2 North Meridian St.

DRAUGHTSMAN'. "

II. D. NEALY (Patent and Mechanical Work).... Room 14 Hubbard Dlook.

DYE HOUSES. Z
'

PANTITORIUM Removed from 7U Circle to,' 131 North Meridian Street.

ELECTROTYPES.
INDIANA ELECTROTYPE COMPANY (prompt work). .23 West Pearl Street.

FLORISTS.
BERTERMAN BROS.Nos. S3 and HI E. Wuwh. St. (Pembroke Arcade). Tel. 84Q

G ENERAL TRANSFER HOUSEHOLD. MOVING.
MECIv'S TRANSFER COMPANY. Phone 333 ."V7 V..f. S,- -
HOGAN TRANSFER, STORAGE CO. Tel. U75. S. W- - Cor. St.
JU.Mi.INS (Responsible for damage) .. Phone 1522, 11 North Alabama Street.

GRILLE AND FRET WORK.
HENRY It. SPIEGEL, Designer and Manufacturer. .31G East Vermont Street.

ICE CREAM WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
PUTNAM COUNTY MILK COMPANY. . . . 14 and 1G North East Street.

Support.
Detroit Tribune.

"Does your country support a large pop-
ulation?"

"Well, we manages to hold up pooty
much everybody't comes 'leng."

He Didn't.
Puck.

"Henry, do vou love me?"
"Why. darling, what a question!"
"Don't try to evade me, Henry! I'm no

linuor law."

Defined.
Chicago Record.

"Uncle Simon, what is living it down?""Well, it is doing something mean andthen hanging around until everybody whoknows about it is dead."

A Sage Conclusion.Judge.
Johnny I think I know why corn grows

on a cob instead of in a pod.
Papa Why?
Johnny Because a pod wouldn't hold so

much corn.

A Self-Evide- ni Truth.Puck.
Mrs. Wellment (bestowing a dime) Poor

fellow! You say your wife and family arestarving where are they?
Weary Willy Dey are boardin' at a sum-

mer hotel, lady.
lie Had Experimented.

Puck. ,
Bobby Ma, you said that I shouldn't eat

that piece of cake in the pantry that it
would ma'.ce me sick.

Mother Yes, Bobby.
Bobby (convincingly) But, Ma, it hasn't

made me sick.

Ye or Xof
Cincinnati Enquirer.

"Tell me," said the young man passion-
ately, "is my answer to be spelled with
three letters or two?"

"Three," said the summer girl, shyly.
"Darling!'
"That is to say, it Is 'nit

In Ivan hum.
Judge.

"Old Popley was caught in the storm and
struck by lightning last night."

"Why, I saw him this morning."
"Oh, it didn't hurt him much. His whis-

kers were wet and the bolt ran off into theground."
BuilnexN Precautions.

Detroit Free Press.
Manager How many single daughters

has that man Boomer?
Clerk Three.
Manager Add $3 to his gas bill and see

that the meter at his house is geared
higher.

Enongh a. Feast.
Judge.

Sandy Say, Myles, will yer "stand" fergoin' ter Cuba an' joinin' de freebooters
wid me?

Mylesy Nit. I ain't hardly able ter
stand now from de effecks uv free bootin'
I've went up aginst on de route.

Would Stay Away.
Buffalo Times.

"Are you going to the materializing
seance to-nig- ht, Jones?" asked a visitor ofa commercial man who had just come on
to the ground at Lily Dale.

"Well, I guess, not much," replied Jones,
while a baleful light shone in his eyes. "Doyou know that I have got three wives inspirit life?"

. A Reform.
New York Weekly.

Western Magistrate It seems, sir, that
in company with others, so-call- ed white-cap- s,

you seized a citizen, said to be a
wife-beate- r, and gave him a severe flog-
ging.

Prisoner (whimpering) I had to do it,
jedge. My wife said if I didn't help thrash
that feller, shed floor me with a fiatiron.

v
A Reporter Knocked Ont.

New York Weekly.. .

Reporter-(breathlessl- y) The people say
there has been a suicide here.

Landlady Yes; a young woman Ann
Blank.

Reporter (rapidly writes) "Miss Annie
Blank, the young and beautiful daughter
of" Who was her father?

Landlady Mr. A. Z. Blank, of Chicago.
Reporter (continues writing) "A. Z.

Blank, of Chicago, killed herself at her
boarding house. No. 1234 909th street, yes-
terday, because ""What did she kill her-
self for?

Landlady Because she was so homely.

JEWELRY-
FRED U. SCHMIDT. .............

LIVERY, BOARD AND HACK STABLES.
ROTII & YOUNG (Day or Nlsht Service. Plioui lQUl)....bO West Market St.

LOAN'S ON DIAMONDS, WATCHES, ETC.
CITY LOAN OFFICE 57 West WiiKblngton Street.

SOLOMON'S ORIGINAL LOAN OFFICE 25 South Illinois Street.

MANTELS

II.
It was a hot day even for June, and when

the funeral party ed the house Mrs.
Peter's face was extremely red.

Here they were met by Walter Battersbj
and three girls.

This wa3 Mrs. Peter's arrangement.
"The more witnesses there are the safer

it'll be," she said, alluding, of course, to
the reading of her brother-in-law- 's will.
"Besides," she added, "they may hear
something nice for themselves."

As far as he was concerned, however,
young Walter had fully intended to be
present, even if his father and mother

Joan had procured cake and sherry, at
the instigation cf Mr. Cameron. But she
had not helped herself to a glass of the
wine, even in spite of the kindly lawyer's
suggestion; nor yet to a crumb of the caka.

SheA continued alone in the kitchen. The
ti amp of strange feet in the room ovci
1 er did but make fresh tears well up from
the bountiful source Inside her.

And so the funeral party and the others
sat round oil Carmel's table and waited for
Mr. Cameron to begin. The lawyer did net
keep them waiting. He smiled rather
dryly, took a glass of sherry, and drew
forth the paper from its official blue en-

velope. , i

Never was there, In Mrs. Peter Batterby's
opinion, a more horrid and disgraceful last
will and testament.

Certainly, her husband was to receive a
fourth part of the proceeds of the sale of
the deceased's goods; but what was a mere
fturth?

The other three-fourt- hs were left of all
things to the Moxford Union, "to help
them to train up more girls like Joan
Smith." Those were the very words.

To the three girls of Mr. and Mrs. Peter
the three largest mirrors in the establish-
ment of No. 59 were bequeathed, without
comment. Mr. Wralter Battersby was not
even mentioned; nor was Mrs. Peter.

Mr. Cameron received 100, and so did
the deceased's old friend. Mr. Craven.

Lastily, Joan was mentioned. She was
to have a year's wages, all the furniture
of her own bedroom, and the large scrap-boo- k

for which she had so often plied scis-- ,
sors and paste, and which contained curi-c- us

items of newspaper intelligence during
the last thirty years.

"There, gentlemen and ladies, that is all."
said Mr. Cameron; "and now you must ex-
cuse me. I leave you with my
Mr. Craven."

"One moment, sir," interposed Mr. Peter,
to whom his wife had whispered much.
"What's become of all his money in the
bank? He must have had thousands."

"The balance to his credit on May 31.
answered Mr. Cameron, referring to a note,
"was jvst 15 Ss 10d. After the funeral ex-
penses "are paid -

"What's he done with it?" cried Mrs.
Peter, redder of face than ever.

"I cannot tell you, madam. Good morn-
ing," said the lawyer, who then wisely left
them to fight the matter out among them-
selves. But before he went, he, with his
own hands, carried to Joan in her kitchen,
the unwieldly old scrap-boo-k, and told her
that it was her property as well as the
furniture in her room. -

"Come, cheer-- , up, my girl." he said at
parting. ''Your master was fond of you.
and he would rather see you bright than.

tjixy UI to 7a bail unio street....n Mp ,i plrsELL (Jlantels, Grates and Furnaces) .. 31 Massachusetts Avenue.
May Mantel and Tile Co. Closing Out Sale 73 and HO
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Muss. Ave.
'. PATENT ATTORNEYS.

LOCKWOOD 413-41- 8 Lemcke Ilnlltlinc.v M
BRAD FORD. 14-1- 0 Hubbard nik Cor. Wushlnffton uud Meridlun.STIo5d &)..... 2U-3- U Wrlgbt Block. East Market Street.

ThIrMAN A SILVIUS 4, 45 and 4u When Building.

PATTERNS WOOD AND METAL.
INDIANAPOLIS PATTERN WORKS (Make any trick or device).. 101 S. Penn.

PRINTERS AND

FRANK H. SMITH (SO Engraved Cards,
REAL ESTATE.

C. W. PHILLIPS. (Insurance and Building and Loan).. .70 Monument Place.
SHOW

WILLIAM WIEGEL.
STOR.VGE AND SHIPPING.

IltRRIS & PUR YE Alt (Transfer and Moving). Phone 561 . .24 Ore! Street.

TICKET OFFICES CUT RATES.
T M HERVEY A CO. . . 13 South Illinois Street.
WEBB'S TICKET OFFICE 5 or 12S South Illinois Street.

""
UMBRELLAS, PARASOLS AND CANES.

C. W. GUNTHER. Slannfactnrer . . . .21 Pembroke Arcade and 00 Mass. Ave.
" -;

WINES.
JULIUS A. SCHULLKR. HO and 112 North Meridian Street.

The Sunday Journal,


